: 


BOY, WHAT A LITTLE 


A DAY! IM LIQUID 
PARCHED! REFRESHMENT, 4 
\ MY ce 


QUEEKSTRAW.QUEEKSTRAW! DIAPER DAN ! WELL 
DIAPER DAN IS IN TOWN AND JUST AS SOON AS. I 
WANTS A SHOWDOWN HAVE MY Cees OF 
OUT IN THE STREET JOY JUICE.. 

IN FIVE MINUTES! 
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.. MAKE OUT MY WILL, FEED. 
THE CAT, SHINE MY SHOES.. 


WELL TIMES COME, 
I'M READY, ... BUT 


U GO 


VERY IMPATIENT.’ 


COME ON, QUICK \-/ 0.K.,DAN, Yo 
SRAW, IM GETTING Or~ YOURE READY! 


. = 
i 


[OW ABOUT THAT, 
QUICK DRAW? 
ey, 

\) 


I BETTER 


’ 
° 


‘GET OUT OF 


. QUICK DRAW M°GRAW 7... 


Gas FUBITIUGE 9 


WE'D BETTER GO INSIDE, 
BABA LOO} 
UITOES 


I THOUGHT EET 


WAS UZ 5 
BUZZIN’ AROUND! QUEEKSTRAW! ZZ 
Zztezi! 


42-222 Z2!! 


TILL GO QUIET‘EM DOWN, BABA DOK 1F THERE'S ANY THIN’ 1 
BOY! I’M EXPECTIN’ IMPORTANT [=] HATE, 1T'S HAVIN‘ My AFTER 
VISITORS T/DAY! Qui NOON NAP DISTURBED! 


Ht} I. WAS HAVIN/A ONE-EYE SAM! JUST A DOG- 
ON Row LTE SIRSTAS HE'S GOING TO ROB |} GONED MINUTE! 
WHO'S IN WHO'S HERE? * THE BANK! I KEEP MY MONEY 


XIM_NOT DROPPIN’ THE 
CASH! GET IN MY WAY 
AN’ T'LL PLUG YUH! 


a 
KEEP IT UP, SAM, AND. ONE SIDE, McGRAW} I’M, 
I'LL BE FORCED TUH GO LEAVIN! WITH THE 

FER MUH SIXGUN! LooT! 


DON’T COME AFTER ME, SHERIFF! SOON AST 
I GOT THE FASTEST HOSS IN FINISH TAKIN! MUH 
IN THE WESTL NAP, I'M A-COMIN’ 
AFTER YUH, 
ONE-EYE SAM! 


THAT STUPID SHERIFF 
WILL NEVER CATCH ME! I'M Too 
SMART FOR HIM! 


So-T'LL USE 
ANOTHER OF MY 
HIDE-OUTS! 


I'LL HIDE THE LOOT IN THE 
WELL TILL THINGS COOL 
DOWN! 


I'LL HIDE OUT HERE! 
HE'LL NEVER FIND ME! 


‘I GOTTA MAKE A GETAWAY! HOW DID THE 
SHERIFF FIND ME.S0 FAST 2? WHAT AM L 
GETTIN’ SCARED ABOUT? HE PROBABLY 
JUST FOUND THAT HIDE-OUT BY 
ACCIDENT! 


THIS IS ONE PLACE THAT 
STUPID McGRAW WON'T 
LOOK FOR THE LOOT! 


HE'S TRYIN! TO DRIVE ME 
INSANE BUT I WON'T LET HIM! 


GIDDAP, 
LIGHTNIN’! 


BNARAYYI 


DUH...YUH CAN'T STF 


FS ray 
HERE, SIR, THIS (S PRIVATE 
PROPERTY ! 


GIDDAP, LIGHTNIN’! 
I'M GETTIN’ AWAY 
FROM THAT. LAWMAN 
AND T/M AGONNA LIVE 
LIKE A MILLIONAIRE! 


MEBBE I OVERDID IT! I/M SO FAR OUT IN THE 
DESERT, THE VULTURES TURNED BACK! 


WAIT... I SEE SOMETHIN’ 
MOVIN’ OLIT YONDER! 


ALONG !! 


PUFF! PUFF! CAN'T CARRY SO LONG, LIGHTNIN; 


| YuH No FURTHER, OL! PAL! OL! FAITHFUL FRIEND! 
_| WE PART COMPANY HERE! / 


INSTROKE 
AS BAD AS US! H. 


I HATED LEAVIN’ MUH CAYUSE 
BEHIND BUT WITH ALL THIS LOOT 
IL CAN HAVE PLENTY O' HOSGES! 


DON’T WORRY, 
ULL GET YUH 
THERE FAST 


I'M NOT STOPPIN’ TILL TM ON 


THE OTHER SIDE OF THE WOR' 


DRIVER! GO FASTER! I'M 


YOU'RE NOT 
TRICKIN' ME 


FROM HIM AT 
LAST! NOTHIN’ 


0” 
TICKET TUH RIDE |” 
ON THIS TRAIN | 


I™ TIRED O' FOOLIN'WITH = 
YUH, MeGRAW! NOW I'M MAD! 


HA! HA! HA! NOTHIN’ CAN GAVE YUH 
NOW, McGRAW! I'M GOIN! TO TOWN AN 
NOBODYS GONNA BOTHER ME ! 


a 


( 
a 
SS) WHEN IS THE 

SS) NET TRAIN 
DUE? 


——-.. = 


MAYBE TLL TAKE MeGRAWS 

PLACE AS SHERIFF! THEN, I 

COULD GET AWAY WITH 
ANYTHING! 


vi, 


A 
A é 
aS 


T/M GIVIN’ MYSELF UP, I NEVER HADA CHANCE, SHERIFF] 
‘SHERIFF! 3 Nae iT AIN'T FAIR! NO MATTER WHERE 


YUH TRACKED ME DOWN | couLDn'T BE ME, 
WHEREVER I WENT! IT i 
WAS LIKE YUH WERE IN | ONE-EYE SAMI 
FOUR PLACES AT ONCE! 


CONCENTRATE, 
BABA LOGIE. 


SMOKE SIGNALS! 
WHAT DOES IT SAY, 
QUEEKSTRAW 2 


Ae | 

L{p-2577) 
HE BUR! 

NOSE 
SMOKE 


NY 


THIS CARTOONIST THAT'S NOTHING, Yoo! ! 
IS FOREVER DRAWING I'M THE FASTEST DRAW 
RANGER SMITH BAWLING IN TH’ WEST AND HE 

! DRAWS’ME SLOW ! 


ME OUT ; 


YEAH, AND HE HAS 
OFFICER DIBBLE ON, 
M’TAIL ALL THE TIME ! 


HE ALSO... =HEeY 
LET'S DO SOMETHING 
ABOUT IT! 


/ 


MAY MAKE 17! 


I HAVE A FEELING 
I'M NOT LIKED! 


ITH LUCK LI 


ey ioe 


ARREST THIS MAN, SHERIFF! 
HE ATE ME OUT OF VITALS AND 
I\__NO MONEY To Pay ! 


» 7CuS6 IT, FELLER, 
DON'T YeR KNOW 
\ YER OWN NAME Z 


ries 

This is the fourth time I have rewritten the 
same story. The last version I did about five years 
ago. Don't blink your eyes and wonder why? I 
will tell you the reasons before I begin it again. 
First of all it is the only westem story of its kind, 
A unique story if that is what you want to call 
it. Second, I have come across new facts. And the 
third reason is that I thinkI may tum it eventually 
into either a TV script or a book. 


Her married name was Pauline Paulsen. Going . 


back to her home town I learned her maiden name 
was Pauline Woodren. And as a little girl” she 
didn’t play with dolls. Instead she liked to go into 
-the kitchen and bake her own cakes and pies. I 
came across a notation that she even baked a 
soap pie. Take it or leave it! 

When she was just past 16 years of age she 
married Hiram Paulsen. He was a carpenter. 
They had three children, two girls andaboy. Then 
he became very ill and no longer could work at 
his trade. They didn’t have any kind of financial 
aid in those days. So the little money they saved 
went very quickly. And he died. Leaving his 
widowed wife, the little children, and Grandpa 
Jeremiah Woodren. He had a soldier's pension of 
$8.00 a month. 

“There's a new world out west,” she said to 
Grandpa, ‘We are going to the coast. We will sell 
the house. I will bake and sell my cakes and pies 
along the route.” 

“And if there be Injuns to bother us,"’ added 
the old man, “'I still kin fight and take care of 
So they went to Independence, Missouri. There 
she bought the necessary equipment. Including an 
old dutch stove, dried fruits, and flour. Now she 
was in business! She joined a small wagon train 
and sold her products. 

First stop was at Fort Benton. The soldiers 
there had never tasted anything like her cakes and 
pies. She received nine proposals of marriage but 
tumed them down. Then an Indian by the name 
of Satechwana bought an apple pie and ate it. 

“Make ten more like them,” he said to her. 
“Bring them to my tribe.”” 

Which she did and that was the tuming point 
in her life. In fact it even saved her life. For two 
days later, the Indian retumed and suggested she 
take her'wagon and family and come te his village 
and bake some more pies. 

“You can't do that,” insisted Colone! John 
Merriweather. “You can’t trust them.” 

He was wrong and right at that. She went to 
the village with Grandpa as her protector. Then 
alone they headed for the west coast. Only later 
was she to leam that the Indians attacked and 


“Pauline 
Paulsen's 


almost wiped out the entire fort. ‘Three days later 
on the trail she noticed smoke going up into the 
ai , 

“Some signals I can read,” said grandpa. ‘‘Says 
to all other Indians that woman with children and 
old man is to be protected. She bakes good cakes 
and pies. Buy them. Do not steal from her.” 

The next day a group of Indians came up to 
her. She baked pies and the little Indian children 
and her children picked fresh berries. 

“When you come back,” said Chief Matona, 
“You show my squaw how to make such pies.” 

Onward to the West they went. One day they 
were stopped by Jim Donnelly and his raiders. 
She didn’t give him a chance to speak. 

“LT have only three apple pies left. Want to buy 
them?” 

Which he did and paid her very well. She never 
knew he and his men had just raided the bank at 
Thomasville. In fact it seems to be the only time 
that this western desperado ever paid for anything 
in his entire life. The next day she met ’ some 
buffalo hunters. In exchange for some cakes she 
received a supply of fresh meat and gold. It took 
her three days to reach the army post at Danes- 
pote There she rested and renewed her supply of 

lour. 

“I just can’t believe it,"’ admitted Lieutenanc 
Blanton. ‘You got here unharmed. You must have: 
a charmed life.” 

Onward she went with the western coast getting 
closer. And the sales of her cakes and pies mount- 
ing. When they came to a stream, Grandpa went 
fishing. And that is how the idea of fresh fish pies 
came into existence. She was the first person to 
think them up. Never mind what others might say 
about the matter. She soon leamed that her fame 
had preceded her. This took place when a group 
of Indian scouts came up to her wagon. 

“We want 5 apple pies and two fish pies,” they 
told her. “Then we take you to Indian village. 
They want to buy also.” 

She really didn't have to get to the western 
coast. With her pies and cakes she could have 
made peace between the Red man and the White 
man. But Washington didn’t as yet know of her 
existence. And then she came to Fort Haley. 

“Glad you arrived, here we are all waiting for 
your pies and cakes,"’ said the Commanding of- 
ficer. ““We are going to hold a pow-wow. Instead 
a smoking the pipe of peace we will eat your 
pies. 

When she arrived in California she had a lot of 
money with her. She set upher bakery, And today, 
her great great granddaughter is the president of 
“Pauline Paulsen's Pies." Go try one. 


ins 


GAA RORY me =, 
WHI, SHELLY, 
>\\\watcua’ DOIN’?}t f 
; 
“rn « 


65 DRAW aD. ME. 


CO Mc GRAW,£4 
ORRIA, CHALLENGING 
IN you! 


ae ) is 
ees, op 
WHY I'DWEVER 4 (we'd BETTER Go QUEEKSTRAW. SHES 
FIGHT A_LADY— S LIABLE To SHOOT US ANDZ 

IT AIN'T POLITE . . DON'T WANNA BE. 

C \ 4 SM HALF SHOT! 

Si 
WARO, 4 
ZS 8 y 


AE 

THAT'S “ 
A CORNY 
JoKe TOo/, 


IM GIVINGA XX 
OTIN’ 
: W. yw 
ME 
OVER / 4 


I WEEL GO PACK BABA, I THINK 
OUR BAGS, QUEEK,) I CAN BEAT 
QUEEKSTRAW / HE 
A GUN 


p y TOO LATE, HE HAS 
FLEEPED HEES 
LEED ! 


YOU FLIPA COIN INTHE \~ 
AIR... WHEN IT HUTS THE 
GROUND.,WE DRAW / 


OH, ONE THING, TLL FIX IT, 
FLORRIE . YOUR HOLD MY GUN. 
MAKE-UP 


RUNNING / 


SHE DON'T WANT 
MAKE-UP. SHE'S 


MY MOTHER 1S 
A PRIZE Cook! 


HOW COME 
YOU'RE ALWAYS 
BETTER THAN ME? 


HAVE YOU 

SEEN My ~{)) 

FRIEND FRED? j@/V) 
“> 


HEY, FRED, 
WHAT ARE YOU 
DOING HERE ? 


STUDYING 
FROG 
S| BELLY-OLOGY! 


eEROAK! 7 
PROMS 


QUICK OKAW IM GKAW ( 3: s2-70 3" 
STUCK WITH SIS! 


= 
WHAT L CAN SCARE UP 


/THAVS RIGHT! My BROTHER-IN- J 
LAW RAN ID STUCK Mi 
WITH MY SISTER AGAIN] 


